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Summary: The dragons of black are gone, destroyed on fields of steel, but as the ironborn say 'what is dead may never die but rises again harder and stronger.' And dragons are strong creatures.





	Ashen Dragons

**A Song of Ice and Fire belongs to George R R Martin**

Allistor Blackfyre stared at the proceedings of the confession turned execution as he sat on the pedestal of Baelor the Blesseds statue. What he was doing in King's Landing was simple, kidnap the Stark girls from under the Lannister noses and make an alliance with the North and Riverlands so that they may join the already cemented alliance of King Stannis and his brother Renly. He could still remember the headache it caused to bash some sense into the two that a balance of justice and popularity would turn the realm against the lannisters gold. His mind returned to the current issue as he noticed a girl standing on the pedestal next to him, she looked quite a bit like Lord Stark and he quickly acted upon it. "Hello miss, do ye happen to be related to Lord Stark?" The girl stared at him for a moment. "Why does it matter to you?" He smiled, 'here we are the perfect excuse to cause some havoc. "Well, I could probably kill the executioner from here with my bow." He lifted the longbow and stood on the pedestal alongside her, dwarfing her somewhat even with his thin frame. He quickly readied his weapon and stealthily drew an arrow aiming for Ser Ilyn as he approached Lord Stark with Ice. "Listen girl the second I loose this arrow follow me and don't look back, a lot of things are going to happen and we will need to move fast to avoid them." He looked her in the eye. "Vow it, I don't care what ya think but vow it." And so she did by the seven and the old gods. "Good." He pulled the string taught an arrow nocked and ready as he judged the little wind with the flags as Ser Ilyn moved foreword. "Gods guide me." He loosed the arrow and for a second all was frozen, an arrow in flight, a black and blonde haired man jumping from a statue's pedestal with a young girl under his arm, and a dozen gold cloaks dropping to the ground dead as a group of black garbed men swarmed forward. "Fire and Blood!" With those words shouted from someone's throat the gold cloaks were slaughtered and the peasants of king's landing ran as Ser Ilyn was struck through the throat with an arrow.

Sansa Stark was the first to vanish as she was engulfed in black cloaks that scattered within seconds of swarming. Lord Eddard Stark vanished next in much the same fashion though it seemed that a tight knot of cloaks raced along with the others as they vanished into the alleys surrounding the square, leaving dead gold cloaks and lannisters except for a screaming King and an enraged queen regent.

"Everyone accounted for?" The soft call was answered by over a hundred voices as the group of disguised soldiers sat in the belly of a Cog that was making best speed for Dragonstone. "Good now then let's see to our guests." Lord Eddard and his daughters were in a small room that passed as their cabin, Eddard was comforting his daughters when a knock sounded on the door. "Come in." The door opened revealing the same blue eyed man that had found his younger daughter, he noted the pale hair that turned dark at the tips. "Good evening! How is everyone tonight?" Eddard stared at the man keeping himself between the man and his daughters. The man's reaction was to simply let his shoulders drop. "I see, so you recognize who I am or no?"

"You have Targaryen features." The man laughed, breaking into a coughing fit he fell over laughing. "You heh have to be kidding, I'm a Blackfyre not some idiot that drinks wildfire, ha." Eddards scowl only grew darker. "Why save us then?" The man stopped laughing as he pulled himself up. "Well if I hadn't Stannis and Renly would have torn each other's heads off instead of agreeing to the plan my elder brother put forward, and as such I was sent to… deal with the situation." Eddard blinked. "Deal with the situation?" The man smiled standing back up while stretching. "You know of Robert's bastards aye? Well a few of my men snuck into Kings Landing and grabbed a fair few of them before Cersei's purge of the little deers could happen."

Eddard nodded, "You saved innocent lives, what is your name?" The man smiled before holding out his hand. "Allister Blackfyre, third son of Alysha Blackfyre." Allistor cocked an eyebrow at them. "So, your youngest appears to want to be a water dancer, an admirable mission, though I must wonder who was teaching you." Arya looked to her father who nodded. "Syrio Forrel, First sword of Bravos." Allistor seemed to have frozen there and Eddard saw a look he had seen many a time. "You know him is he alive?" Eddard shook his head. " I am afraid not." The man nodded before seating himself in the chair in the corner of the room and closed his eyes. Arya began to ask something only to be interrupted by Her father. "He's grieving, I've seen it before and I've grieved for lost ones as well." Allistor stood and left quickly leaving no time for any questions.

Robb Stark stared at the message from the Baratheon brothers declaring Joffrey the illegitimate son of Cersei Lannister and Jaime Lannister. The raven also carried news that Eddard Stark, Lord of Winterfell and warden of the north almost being executed but instead being spirited off the block to Dragonstone by a group of unknown origins. This was all moot at the moment due to the massive, fire breathing, rather cunning, and real. Dragon that was circling Riverrun. He had seen the outline of someone riding the beast and had not hailed them yet. The beast itself was huge, with a grey coloring to its scales that seemed to darken towards its back. "So, how do you think we deal with it m'lord?" Robb turned to Jon, his bastard brother who had, instead of joining the night's watch come south with him to help face the Lannisters. "I have no idea." The rest of the lord's present were in similar situations wondering both how and why a dragon was in westeros, the worst outcome was a Targaryen or Blackfyre trying to take the throne, the best was that they were just a scout.

The dragon turned suddenly flying low towards Riverrun and as it approached Robb spotted the figure on the creatures back stand, as the dragon looked as though it was going to slam into the keep much to the worry of the Northern lords the figure stepped forward on the beast's back and it slowed to eventually hovering just in front of the window that Robb and Jon were standing behind. "Hello?, Anyone in there?" Robb blinked and he swore that the other lords were as bewildered as he was. "Come on, I'm looking for one Robb Stark of Winterfell, son of Lord Eddard Stark." Robb seeing as how the rider was wearing chain mail and a full helm in Black and Red paint with a tabard hanging over the chain mail with a black and red checkered dragon upon it with only one head. "I am Robb Stark, might I ask who you are?" The man stepped forward and through the window standing on the window sill before dropping off of it and standing before the lords. "I am Aelor of house Silverwing, cadet branch of house Blackfyre, I am also sworn to the house of Baratheon the same as the rest of house Blackfyre." As he spoke he walked to one of the chairs in the room and as he walked the lords began to notice one thing above all else.

His legs never bent and seemed to he held that way with iron bars.

Aelor stood before a chair and turned to face them while leaning over and fiddling with one of the bars which fell away as well as another that helped cage in the leg that then became limp, allowing the still helmed man to fall into his chair as he undid the other bars. "A dragon whose legs don't work? Hah!" Lord Karstarks second and third sons seemed to be having a laugh at the man's disability with their fathers look of disapproval at the young men. "Aye but are you a pair of winter Suns that can withstand dragon flame?" The room became ghastly silent as the lords looked at the dragon outside which had perched itself just outside of the window. "Forgive my sons they-" Lord Karstark was cut off by the cackle Aelor who seemed to be laughing at some jape. "You *snicker* you think I'm mad at them? Ha! As if! I'm glad that someone had the gall but still, young Bran Stark is just as disabled as I am, and speaking of which my dear older brother Thomas is flying towards Winterfell to help guard against any Lannister assaults by sea." The sudden revelation that another dragon was flying north caught the lord's off guard.

"Do not worry, my brother wouldn't burn Winterfell to ash, if anything he's going to be trying to entertain the locals with Valen, his dragon." The young dragon lord continued talking of his brother and all the adventures the two had shared in Essos until he paused to remember something. "Also my brother Allister wrote to me before I left Dragonstone, he has retrieved your Father and sisters and is currently resting at Driftmark with the gathered bastards of the late King Robert Baratheon." The gathered lords appeared calmed by the fact that their leige lord and his children were safe though that quickly dissipated with Lady Catelyn's arrival. "Robb who is this man?"

"Mother this is Aelor Blackfyre, he is here to notify us of Father and the girls being taken from Kings landing to Driftmark by his brother for their safety." Catelyn was shocked and turned to where Aelor sat before introducing herself. "I am Catelyn Stark, Wife of Lord Eddard Stark and sister of Lord Edmure Tully." Aelor smiled from his seat. "A pleasure to meet you, now then we should speak about how Tywin Lannister is currently marching towards Riverrun instead of Harrenhal." The gathered Lords began murmuring before a whistle from Ser Aelor and a roar from his dragon silenced them. "I suggest we make use of our new allies." Ser Domeric Bolton, Heir to the Dreadfort stated, stepping forward to stand beside Lord Karstark. "A fair Idea though I am not the only one who was sent to Riverrun. My personal army, The Ash Guard, are Riding past Harrenhal and are likely going to be here before Tywin, also among them is an unexpected ally, who should be an especially great surprise to you Lady Stark, the man named Tyrion Lannister has sided with us in this war." The northern lords stared at the Blackfyre as he took a swig from his water skin. "Is something wrong? You know he doesn't blame you for blaming him for Bran's fall, since it also seems he would not be the type of person to do such a dastardly thing." Lady Stark appeared to be fuming with anger as the other lords stared at him with either anger or curiosity. "Now then, the captain of my force is Lium Osgrey who told me he will be trying to cause Tywin some pain on his way to us."

Tyrion remembered staring at the wall of fire as the massive flying lizard landed in front of the Northern lines, it's rider obviously giving a message to the leader of the army which was now withdrawing across the side of the river that lead to Riverrun, the side that Gregor Clegane was supposed to hold, though the Mountain was now a burning corpse as all watched the dragon consume another cooked horse. Undoubtably the most frightening thing about the ordeal was the Checkered Black and Red dragon on a field of grey that flew from the banner on the dragon riders lance, as well as the black dragon banner that had been dropped over they're forces. Tyrion was as such afraid when a messenger came offering him and his soldiers a way out of a massacre, which he took after thinking of the alternatives of burning for Joffrey. He had set only one rule, his brother along with Myrcella and Tommen would be spared from the massacre, which the dragon knight Aelor Blackfyre agreed to with a smile and a toast.

So now here he was, Tyrion the Imp of House Lannister turn-cloak and new logistical mastermind of Ser Aelor's personal army by the name of the Ash Guard. Tyrion admitted a force of men and women from Essos in grey plate and chainmail certainly looked intimidating, add that to the individual companies serving the young Blackfyre such as the company of the Rose and you get the feeling of overwhelming might.

"So one minute you're going to your father aid the next your back stabbing im?" Tyrion smiled over at Bronn. "My father will see sense hopefully, and if not then we won't lose much, I'll be lord paramount of the west and you will have lands and a house your own either way of your negotiations have turned out so well." Bronn smiled back at Tyrion while passing him a whine skin as they rode. "You're right on that m'lord the only thing that's uncertain here is the fact that the vale and iron islands haven't declared yet."

"True but we'll know soon enough, we all have to pick a side." Tyrion thought of Shae and how she had tried to seduce Aelor only for him to become enraged at her and when she tried to crawl back to Tryion he had simply denied her. "Hopefully we all make wise decisions." Bronn nodded as the two continued riding at the fore of Tyron's Clansmen guard who had gathered they're families and brought them with them rather quickly.

Robb Stark, Jon Wolfwood (as was the name of his new house and where he planned to reside), Domeric Bolton, Greatjon and Smalljon Umber, Lord Karstark and both of his sons who were present, Maege Mormont, Lord Gregor Forrester, his son Roderick Forrester and Aelor Blackfyre poured over a map of Westeros with the river lords, listening to Aelor as he outlined Stannis and Renly's plans for subduing the Crownland and westerland armies and Lords and at the same time the United lords attempted to pry information from Aelor regarding his dragon that had made its nest on the bank of the river that Riverrun was situated over.

"For the love of everything with ears, shut up about the dragons!" Maege Mormont stared at him hoping to drill a hole between his eyes, which was received with a very tired and raised eyebrow. "Alright fine, short story of it is this, I decided to be a suicidal fool and jump headfirst into Old Valyria, ended up finding both around a dozen Valyrian Steel swords and young dragon hatchlings. How I survived I cannot tell you but what I can tell you is that it is there where I lost my legs." The Northern and River lords stared at the young man for a moment before he gestured to the map of the seven kingdoms. "Shall we return to the matter at hand? I'd rather not speak of the horrors that I encountered in Valyria." The lords agreed and hastily began to assist the young dragon knight by giving him the numbers that they had both still in the North and the scattered in the Riverlands.

**Sooooo First chapter up! That makes it three stories ive begun now, feedback of any kind is appreciated. -LP**


End file.
